SCENE vm.]          BOTHWELL                     419

And my life's weight a straw's weight in the wind

Of your blown vows.   Pledge me your faith to this,

That I shall die to-night if I go forth

And if I stay live safe, and I will go

In trust to live, being here assured to die.

Morton.    We swore to save you as you swore again
To cast the traitor from you, and divorce
Your hand for ever from the blood on his ;
And with that hand you wrote to him last night
Vows of your love and constant heart till death
As his true wife to serve and cleave to him.
The boy that should have borne your letter lacked
Faith to be trusty to your faithless trust,
And put it in our hand.

Queen.                         Why, so I thought;

I knew there was no soul between these walls
Of child or man that had more faith than ye
Who stand their noblest; nor shall one soul breathe,
If here ye put not out my present life,
When I come back, that shall not burn on earth
Ere hell take hold of it.

Morton.                       It is well seen,

Madam, that fear nor danger can pluck forth
Your tongue that strikes men mad with love or scorn,
Taunted or tempted ; yet it shall not wrest
Death from men's hands untimely; what was sworn,
That you should live, shall stand ; and that it may,
To-night must you part hence ; this lord and I
Will bring you through to Holyrood afoot
And be your warders from the multitude
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